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And Krishna did so.
And lo ! everyone of those he saw were his friends, or his relations, or his well-wishers. Yea, everyone of them was as his father or his brother, his son or his preceptor. Then at the sight his courage melted, the mighty Gandiva bow slipped from his hand, and covering his face he cried bitterly :
" O Krishna, friend of mine, advance no farther ! Lo! I desire not sovereignty or victory that is bought by the yielding up of life by these mine ancient friends. I desire not to slay —better were it to be myself slain unarmed and unavenging. Lo ! I will not fight."
And with that he turned his face, wet with tears, from the foe.
But Krishna, robed in white, unarmed, like a very god for wisdom, looked at him with clear eyes and said:
" Thou grievest where no grief should be. The wise mourn not the dead nor those that live. Nor you nor I, nor any of these here, ever was not. Nor shall they cease to be for ever and for ever. Think, 0 my friend. Thy childhood and thy youth, thy manhood, thine old age lie hid in this thy body, and there dwells within that shrine more lives than thou canst see. The soul was never born. It cannot die. Unchangeable, eternal, unassailable; fire doth not burn it, water doth not drown it. It cannot slay, it is not slain, but lives for ever. Yea ! as a man casts off his robes outworn and taketh new ones, so the soul shall pass calmly to new inheritance when the body dies. Therefore, O friend of mine, be strong. Fight on undaunted as a soldier should, for lo ! the destiny of all is death and to die well is life immortal."

